THE SCENE IS CHANGED

listener. No practising playwright could forbear to admire
Eliot's swift and sure treatment of the four tempters of
Becket and the four knights, or the economy with which
the poet everywhere said in three lines what would occupy
a prose dramatist for a whole scene. I felt that this was, as
The Times afterwards declared it to be, " the one great play
by a contemporary dramatist to be seen in England ".
After summer months in Austria and Italy, I drove down
one autumn Sunday morning with Martin Browne to
Canterbury to fetch the costumes and scenery of Murder in
the Cathedral, all of which fitted comfortably into the back
of our car. This was part of the economy of our own pro-
duction costs, which were not to be more than fifty pounds
and in fact were much less. The play was presented at the
Mercury in November and began a run of 225 nights. For
many weeks and even months it was hard to get a seat.
The audiences were oddly and almost equally divided
between churchpeople and the Chelsea-Bloomsbury public ;
and at the theatre bar one saw priests in cassocks and rational-
ists in tweeds, each with a glass of wine in hand, discussing
Eliot's work. All this was just as unexpected as my former
success as dramatist, and for that reason was as happy. There
was the further prospect of working for a long time with
a group of people toward a definite end, in a theatre whose
receipts were large enough to meet all present needs and
even to build up a small reserve for the future. The com-
pany were in complete accord with Martin Browne and
myself, and the run was sustained by their integrity as much
as anything. On many nights I was able to see the play
myself, standing at the back among many standing strangers;
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